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glimpsed, and another character, so fabulous and
secret that it will support the tales of the wildest
romanticist, who rightly feels that if such yarns
were told of 'Frisco*or Timbuctoo they might get
found out. Was this the church ? Three China-
men were disputing by its gate. Perhaps they
were in disagreement as to where the church would
be in daylight.

At a corner where the broad main channel of
electric light ended, and perplexity began, a
policeman stood, and directed me into chaos.
" Anywhere/5 he explained, " anywhere down
there will do." I saw a narrow alley in the
darkness, which has one gas lamp and many
cobbled stones. At the bottom of the lane were
three iron posts. Beyond the posts a bracket
lamp showed a brick wall, and in the wall was an
arch so full of gloom that it seemed impassable,
except to a steady draught of cold air that might
have been the midnight itself entering Limehouse
from its own place. At the far end of that
opening in the wall was nothing. I stood on an
invisible wooden platform and looked into nothing
with no belief that a voyage could begin from
there. Before me tlaen should have been the